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The Right Wrong Number 


by The Mishamigo 


Summary 


Tony gets a text message from someone obviously in peril. What he doesn’t know, 
however, is that this would be the most important conversation of his life. 


What A Meeting 


Peter Parker [9:53PM]: Hey, Ned. How much blood loss is too much? Asking for a friend. 


Unknown number [9:58PM]: Not Ned, but I assume it’s too much already judging by ‘asking for 
a friend’. Sound suspicious. Are you okay? 


Peter Parker [9:59PM]: Lost a lot, random person. Pretty sure I’m seeing things. At least I'll have 
a funny story to tell all my family in the afterlife. I got stabbed. Some random guy grabbed a knife 
as I was monologuing. It really wasn’t cool, you know? What kind of villain doesn’t listen to the 
protagonists’ rant? It just doesn’t work like that. It’s not what I signed up for at all. Anyway, RIP 
me. Am I right? 


Unknown Number [10:00PM]: Okay... so, I’m just going to track your phone and get someone to 
help you out. I really hope you’re not the teenager you sound like. You should be at home doing 
homework, not getting stabbed. That sounds stupid. You’re not going to die today. Trust me. 


Peter Parker [10:01PM]: How are you going to track my phone? Magic. Already done my 
homework, my guardian angel. I’m just going to go to sleep now. 


Unknown call incoming... 


Unknown Number [10:02PM]: You’re kind of freaking me out here, kid. Please don’t sleep. 
Don’t remove the knife, okay? If you have, tie some fabric around the wound really tight. Pve 
located you, so someone will be there soon. You’ ve just got to stay awake. 


Peter’s eyes squinted, trying his hardest to adjust his eyesight against the bright screen. This 
random person has found him. They said they’re on their way, but Peter’s eyes feel too heavy to 
care. The suit’s mask is tight around his head, so he rips it off with his left hand to give himself 
some air. He takes a deep breath. Biting his lip, the teenager blinks. He was going to die, wasn’t 
he? He was going to die in some alleyway in a stupid suit he made from rotting fabric, leaving his 
Aunt completely alone in the world. How selfish was he to think he could save the world? 


Tony was tinkering on some of the suits when he got the first message. He was alarmed that 
someone had his number at first but calmed down when he realised it was just a wrong number. 
Deciding to just ignore it, he only read it once just in case it was an emergency. When he saw the 
content of the message, he was glad that he did. 


Before he could process it, Tony was leant beside a teenager in red spandex. Realising the knife 
was still in his stomach, Tony paged Dr Cho and asked her to meet him in the medbay 
immediately. Looking at the boy that was apparently Spiderman (Tony had been looking for him, 
and of course... this was the way he found him. Pain just followed him... apparently), Tony’s heart 
fell in his stomach. Looking as innocent as a puppy, the young boy’s eyes could barely stay open. 
The only bit of activity Tony saw was the boy’s struggle as the older man gently picked him up. 


“You’re- you’re Tony Stark,” Peter whispered, “Woah,” he added, fidgeting around. “I’m sorry I 
texted you- I thought it was Ned. It really- fuck, it really hurts. I don’t want to die, Mr Stark,” he 
whines. 


“Tt’s okay, Spiderman. Alright? It will be okay,” Tony said, speeding up just a little bit more to 
make sure this kid got the medical attention he needed. There was this feeling in Tony’s stomach 
that wasn’t going away. Why did he care so much for this random stranger? He knew he had a 


problem with saving people and blaming himself when he couldn’t. But this was different. He had 
to make sure this kid was okay... but he didn’t know why. “You’re going to be just fine.” 


An hour or so later, Tony was stood with a bottle of water outside of the operating room. He was 
listening to this boy screaming. Realising the drugs hadn’t knocked the kid out during the surgery, 
the billionaire felt sick. As if a wrong number message lead to this... 


Turning away, Tony stepped inside of his living room and asked Friday to look up who this kid 
was. 


Peter Parker. Parents are Richard and Mary Parker (deceased). Guardians were Ben and May 
Parker, his aunt and uncle, until Ben Parker passed away in a shooting three months ago. Peter 
goes to Midtown Tech and has a 4.0 GPA. He is the top of his class. Peter has applied to Stark 
Industries’ young interns program and is currently Miss Potts’ best choice for the one role. She 
was planning on inviting him for an interview next month 


Tony re-read the messages the boy- Peter- sent as Friday relayed the boy’s life story to him. The 
kid has been through a lot and is incredibly strong from it. What Friday didn’t know was that the 
young teenager was apparently also a crime-fighting spider. A fourteen-year-old kid... who 
would’ ve known? 


The kid was asleep in the hospital bed an hour or so later. Dr Cho was explaining something to 
him, but Tony couldn’t stop looking down at the boy instead. Why did he feel so... familiar? 
Brushing some hair out of the boy’s face, his ears perk up at the sentence, “he should be alright,” 
coming from Cho’s mouth, “I'd just like to do some tests to see if it’s working.” 


“Shouldn’t we have him consent to that?” Tony asks, eyes falling back on the boy’s sleeping form. 
“Or get his Aunt over here? I don’t know, Cho, it feels weird to just do tests on him.” 


“What if he needs something to help him get better? I won’t know until I’ve got some information 
about him, Tony. I think it’s necessary,” She explains, looking over the two of them with a tired 
smile. “He’ll be okay.” 


“T don’t- I mean, I do care- but I’m not bothered. I just don’t want to get sued,” He says, turning 
away from Peter. He crosses his arms, trying to prove something to Cho. She doesn’t seem to buy 
it, but she doesn’t ask him any questions. “I’m serious! The kid just messaged me today. He 
could’ ve messaged anyone. I didn’t even know his name.” 


“Tony. I haven’t said anything,” Cho says. 


“Just-Just do the tests, okay?” He tells her, “And if his aunt says anything...we’ll just... I don’t 
know, give them money,” He says, before turning around to walk out of the room. 


“Money doesn’t solve everything, you know,” Cho calls out after him. 


“Tt has so far!” Tony shouts back, before making his way to the Avenger’s living room. When he 
walks in through the door, the team’s looking up at him with a frustrated look on their faces. He 
looks down at himself, and when he looks back up their faces have changed to concern. “Oh, it’s 
movie day! Sorry guys. I had an emergency. But I’m here now.” 


“Are you okay, Tones?” Rhodey asks. He’s the first one to speak up. Before Tony can reply, his 
best friend is up and walking beside him. He’s got his worried face on, the one that only comes up 
when Tony gets in his depressive mode. 


“T’m fine? I don’t understand what’s going on here,” Tony replies, looking around. That’s until he 


looks at his own hands. Right. That’s what is going on. He’s got Peter’s- well, he’s got blood on 
him from helping the teenager up. “This isn’t mine. I was out saving this kid- and he’s in the 
medbay now. He’s also Spiderman... so. I found him! He’s stabilised, and Cho’s just making sure 
the medicine is helping him out,” Tony explains. “Sorry. I should’ ve said something.” 


“When you say ‘kid’... how old is he?” Steve asks, moments after Tony’s speech has calmed the 
team down. He watches at Tony sits down, Rhodey quickly following him. When Tony’s smile 
falters, Steve sighs. “He’s young, isn’t he?” 


“He’s fourteen,” Tony sighs. “He’s just a little baby.” He takes a deep breath, remembering Peter’s 
cries during the surgery, and his face when he was asleep on the bed. He’s so innocent... and he 
was stabbed. Tony’s not sure how he’s not panicking right now, but he’s so it’ Il happen once he 
goes to bed later that day. “The most innocent looking kid you’ll ever meet. He was telling me that 
he didn’t want to die, and I can’t get it out of my head.” 


“Tony,” Natasha says, “Are you sure that you’re okay?” 


“T’m not the one that was stabbed. I’m fine,” Tony reassures her. “I’m just- there’s just something 
about him, okay?” 


“Whatever you say, Tony.” 


When Tony wakes up the next morning, he’s received a plethora of emails from Dr Cho. All of 
them titled ‘urgent and important’. He groans, getting changed. When he wanders downstairs to 
meet the doctor, he’s greeted with a concerned look. 


“What is it? Is he getting worse?” Tony asks, glancing through the glass door at the kid who was 
still in bed. When she doesn’t respond, he tries again. “Cho? Please don’t tell me that kid’s going 
to die. Happy’s gone to get his Aunt today. We’ve told her we found him after a mugging, I wasn’t 
sure if he wanted his identity revealed. If he’s dead, I'll have to-,” 


“Tony, he’s your son,” Cho interrupts. “I did some blood work and Friday flagged something. I 
checked it, and she’s matched your DNA to his. That boy in there is yours.” 


Tony feels as if a bunch of bricks just dropped on his head. His mouth opens slightly. “W-What? 
You’re going to have to say that again, Cho, because I swear you just told me that he’s my son. 
Which- which is impossible, right?” he whispers, hand over his heart that’s beating too fast per 
minute. “My son?” he asks, but it’s mostly to himself. How? How- no, he would’ve known. He 
would’ ve been there. Despite what the media might say, he’s not an asshole. His father might’ ve 
been distant, but he never would’ ve been. He never would’ ve abandoned his child. 


“T can run it again, but-“ 


“No, its okay,” Tony replies. “DP Il- Pll look it over later. I- ’'m sorry. I’ve got to-,” he says, before 
turning around and sprinting out of the room. He’s runs into Clint as he tries to get to his room. He 
hits the other Avenger right in the chest, falling down onto the tiled floor with a bang. It’s cold, and 
Tony’s mind is more scrambled than it’s ever been before. 


“Watch where you’re going, Stark,” Clint laughs, but his laughter dies when he looks down and 
sees Tony with his head in his knees. “Oh, shit. Okay. Tony, you’ve got to breathe. In and out, 
okay?” he tries, but it’s not working. He’s never been on the other side of this before. He doesn’t 
know how to help him. “Tony. It’s going to be okay, alright. Tony, you need to breathe.” 


“T’m breathing, Barton. Would you just go away?” Tony snaps. He puts his hand over his stomach, 


taking a deep breath. “Fuck,” he mutters. He can’t believe this. He’s terrified. Tony Stark a father? 
| can’t-“‘ 


“Hey, Tones. Tell me three things that you can see, hear, and feel,” Clint asks. 


“T can see you- my hands, and I can see the ray of sunglight coming out of those beautiful windows 
I picked out. I can hear- I can hear footsteps of the interns, the birds outside, and my own 
breathing. I can feel you, the floor and my suit against my skin,” Tony tells Clint, squeezing his 
eyes tight. He’s got the breathing under control, but there’s this wave of panic still embedded deep 
in his stomach. How could he ever be calm again? Not when his son was in the other room. 


After what felt like forever, Tony was up on his feet again. Clint’s hand was on his back, after he 
had to help him up. “Thank you,” Tony says, before setting off again. He gets to his room, 
grabbing a bottle of liquor he stashed inside his room for emergencies. He opens the lid, chugging 
a considerable amount. 


He puts it down on his beside table, staring up at his door. He dissociates for a while, simply 
thinking about his boy. Should he tell him? What if Peter never knew Richard wasn’t his father? 
What if it was against Mary’s wishes for Tony to ever know about him? What if he never got this 
random text? Peter would’ ve lived his whole life without knowing his real heritage. 


He takes a breath, trying his best to figure this all out. He looks up Peter’s mother. Born a 
Fitzpatrick, Tony suddenly recalled who she was. A beautiful, intelligent, woman, someone Tony 
met during a vibrant celebration. He remembers falling into the bed with her, both their hands 
navigating each other. Their lips clashing together... and then, after it was done, he remembers 
walking back up to his penthouse and never seeing her again. Then, apparently, she had his child 
nine months later. Why didn’t she tell him? 


“Friday. Can you look through our email database and find any emails about a son?” 
“Will do, sir. There have been 321 emails from people claiming you have fathered a son.” 
“Jesus,” Tony mumbles. “Look for one from a Mary Fitzpatrick, or even a Mary Parker.” 
“One result found, sir. Shall I read it out loud?” 

“Yes please, Fri,” Tony says, biting his lip. He takes another swig, listening to his AI. 


“Dear Mr Stark, this is Mary Parker. You would’ve known me as a Fitzpatrick. Today is July the 
3rd 2001. Your son is due next month. I’m only going to write you once. His name will be Peter 
Parker, and he has a wonderful man that will be his stepfather. What I don’t know is... will his 

biological father be there for him? Please, Tony. I hope you make the right choice. Love, Mary.” 


Tony shakes his head. He doesn’t cry, he just stares into the distance. “Did I reply? How have I 
never seen this before?” he begs, glancing over to his door to make sure nobody is listening to him. 
“How, Friday?” 


“Obadiah Stone did that for you, sir. He said to Mrs Parker that your son’s parentage was 
discussed, and that you would like nothing to do with him,” Friday says, and as soon as she says 
his name... Tony knew. He knew that man would’ve done the most to try and ruin his life. It 
wasn’t enough to set up his kidnapping years after... the man knew he had a son out there, and he 
kept it from him. What kind of evil person does that? “He suggested that it would be in your best 
interests.” 


Tony’s scoffs. He chugs another portion of his drink, gulping it down in one motion. Tony Stark, a 


father. Checking the door, he has the nerve to try and hide the liquid he just drank but Rhodey sees 
it. The other man openly sighs, walking over to the billionaire to gently take it from him. Tony 
doesn’t put up a fight. He watches his best friend as he places it down on the bedside table, before 
lying back down on his bed. Staring up at the ceiling, he attempts to hide away from the other 
man. His eyes slowly shut, and his whole body relaxes into the king-sized mattress. 


“Tones?” Rhodey asks, “I don’t think there’s been an hour in my life since we’ ve met that I haven’t 
heard from you. And now you won’t even look at me? What’s wrong?” 


Tony can’t reply. 


“Tony?” Rhodey tries again. As Rhodey sits on the mattress, the change in weight pushes Tony 
over to the other side of the bed. It causes a grumble out of the man’s mouth, and Rhodey has to 
squash a chuckle when he sees the furrowed eyebrows and glare that he sends him. “Come on, 
man. Talk to me.” 


“That kid, Rhodey,” Tony whispers. 


“Yeah? What about him?” Rhodey offers. When he doesn’t get anything else in return, he pushes. 
“He’s fine, Tony. You saved him. Is that why you’re worried? Did you think that you failed him or 
something? Because you didn’t.” 


“He’s mine,” Tony finally says, minutes later. 
“What?” Rhodey asks, his smile dropping. “Wait? You mean- he’s your son?” 


Tony nods, voice stuck in his throat. He reaches for the drink again, but Rhodey grabs his hand 
and pulls it away. He groans, placing his head in his hands. “Yeah. Obadiah knew, but he never 
told me. Not once. He’s fourteen. ve missed most of his childhood, Rhodey. I swear I would’ ve 
been there for him. I promise,” Tony tells him, his voice falling to pieces as he finishes. 


“T know, Tones. I know you would’ ve. This isn’t your fault. You didn’t know,” he reassures his 
friend, but the truth falls on dead ears. Tony shakes his head, looking as if he’s far, far, away from 
here. He gets up, pacing up and down the bedroom. “Does the boy know, Tony?” When Tony 
shakes his head, he continues. “Tell him. Make up for this lost time.” 


“But-,” 
“Tony. You better tell him. He deserves to know. It’s cruel not to.” 


Tony nods. He gives Rhodey a quick hug, glancing at the bottle as he slowly steps outside of the 
bedroom. Walking down the hallway with his hands in his jacket, Tony goes over the conversation 
he was about to have in his head. When he gets to the boy’s hospital room, there’s a woman 
outside speaking to Happy. When he sees her face, Tony realises it’s the boy’s Aunt. May, was it? 
When she sees him, her small smile drops and turns into a frown. 


“Tony Stark,” she greets him, “How dare you- how dare you even come near my boy? After you 
abandoned him?” 


“T didn’t- I promise, I didn’t know that he existed,” Tony told her. “I was never told. Obadiah 
replied to Mary without talking to me. I would’ ve never left him.” 


Happy looks between them, confused, but he doesn’t say anything. May looks between them both, 
and she’s not sure what to say. “How am I supposed to believe you?” 


“You don’t have to. But please, please do. Its true. I didn’t know he existed,” Tony begs, “Please 
let me tell him. I want to be in his life. ’ll do my best to be the best dad that he needs.” 


May’s eyebrows furrow. She glances through the door, looking at her nephew’s sleeping form. “Do 
you promise?” he whispers, “Please, Mr Stark. He’s been through too much to be disappointed. If 
you’re not going to be in his life, don’t tell him.” 


“T promise.” 


A moment later, Tony was sat beside Peter’s bed. The boy was sleeping, and as Tony looked 
closer... he looked just like him. Tony’s nose, right on Peter’s face. His eyes, his hair type... his 
mind. 


Just as Tony’s about to continue his rant, the boy fidgets and his eyes blink open. 


The first thing that Peter sees when he opens his eyes is Tony Stark. He heard all of what the man 
said, but he never expected it to be the billionaire that spoke. His eyes widen. He’s Tony Stark’s 
son? How on earth is that possible? He sits up, but ends up hurting himself. “I heard you.” 


“You did?” Tony asks, worry filling up in his stomach. He was going to tell him now, of course, 
but he expected to have a /ittle more time before it came out. 


“Super hearing... it comes with all of this,” Peter says, gesturing to all of his body. He bites his lip, 
unsure what to say. What can he? This is all so new... for the both of them. “Uh, so... you’re my 
dad?” 


Tony nods, gulping. “Yeah, kid. I am.” 
“Oh.” 
“How do you feel about that?” Tony asks, expecting the worst. 


“Tm not sure,” Peter admits. “You said that you didn’t know about me?” he asks, looking away. 
He doesn’t really want to make eye contact, worried that he’d see some regret or annoyance in 
Tony’s- well his dad’s eyes. 


“No, I didn’t. I promise, Peter... I promise you. I might be a shitty person sometimes, but I’d never 
want to be a bad dad. My father was... and I know how that feels,” Tony explains. Nervously, he 
takes Peter’s hand in his after an internal battle with himself. ““Please look at me, I want to see 
you,” he asks, smiling to himself as Peter does. “You look just like your mother, you know. From 
what I’ve heard, you’ re just as feisty as well.” 


Peter’s eyes light up at the mention of his mother. “Did you know her well?” 


“A little, buddy. But I was very different back then... I played with people’s emotions and I didn’t 
care how they’d feel about it. I only... well, uh, we only spent the night together once and then we 
drifted apart. She must’ ve got pregnant then. She emailed Obi and he replied for me, but he never 
told me,” Tony tells him, “I can’t believe I’ve missed out on someone like you. A superhero. It 
must be in the genes, right?” he winks. 


Peter smiles underneath his breath. He had always been a giant fan of Tony Stark. In the suit and 
out. To find out that man was his own father... it was something out of a dream. He wasn’t sure 
about anyone finding out his secret, but knowing his dad was behind his back... he had never felt 
more protected. “Maybe,” he giggles, forgetting he could even make that noise. He squeezes his 
dad’s hand, “I’m so glad that I texted you...” 


“So am I, my boy. I don’t know what I would’ ve done if I found you and you were gone. I’ve only 
known you for a few hours... but you honestly mean so much to me, kid. They say a father’s love 
is instant... but I never believed it until now. I’d do anything for you,” he rants. 


“Really?” Peter whispers. 
“Really,” Tony replies. 


Peter and Tony speak for a while, both completely admired by the over. And when Peter can 
finally get out of bed a few hours later (after his Aunt had a go at him for getting ‘mugged’), Tony 
takes his kid down to his lab to show him around. They spend the entire day down there, the 
billionaire forcing the kid to sit down as soon as he shows signs of losing a tiny bit of energy. 


But, as Peter finally has to go home, Tony finally saves the wrong number text he got as ‘my kid’. 
And if he was already looking through thousands of dollars’ worth of Legos (as well as starting 
plans for a new Spider-man suit to protect his kid) ... nobody had to know. Well, he did have a lot 
of birthdays to catch up on. 


What A Plan 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Tony Stark slowly taps the table at a gentle rhythm, humming gently underneath his breath. He 
hates days like this, when all he has to do is sit around and listen to Mr Righteous complain about 
their teamwork in the last month. He doesn’t need to know how to work better with the Avengers. 
He’s a lone wolf, and he doesn’t care how bonding will help their dynamic. 


Getting his phone out of his pocket, he glances at his lock screen with a grin. Finding out that he 
had a son, and one as brilliant as Peter, was the best thing that ever happened to him. Most of the 
Avengers still don’t know, with only ‘Uncle Rhodey’ meeting the teenager properly during one of 
Peter’s visits to the compound. Running his thumb against a selfie that he’s set as his lock screen, 
his home screen, and the background of his credit cards, he wishes that his boy was here. Peter 
always did save him. 


As if higher powers were listening to him, a notification came through his phone just as he was 
about to put it back in his pocket (he was totally going to put it away and listen to Steve. He totally 
wasn’t going to play angry birds in the corner of the room whilst nodding to people’s questions 
every now and then). When he realised who was texting him, however, he got a little worried. 


Peter’s school [10:09AM]: Good afternoon, Mr Stark. I tried to call but it didn’t come through. I 
have Peter here with me. He says he feels sick, and we can’t get hold of his guardian. As his 
emergency contact, we’ve been told to contact you. Please call back when you can. 


Tony stands up with urgency. He doesn’t care that everyone looks at him, or calls after him. He 
sprints to the other side of the tower, pressing call on the school’s number. He stands with his back 
against a wall, tapping the floor gently with his foot as he waits for it to go through. 


“Please pick up, please,” he mutters to himself, turning to the side when an intern walks past him 
with wide eyes. 


“Hello?” Someone answers, “Is this Mr Stark?” they ask, and Tony can hear Ned in the 
background. He likes Ned (Peter’s best friend). He’s a loyal kid, and he’s the best kind of friend 
for Pete. They couldn’t ask for anyone better. 


“Yes. Is Peter okay?” Tony questions. 


“Peter’s fine, sir. He’s just got an upset stomach, I believe. All he needs is to go home and get some 
rest. Shall I tell him that you’re on your way?” The school nurse says, but Tony’s already 
transferred the call into one of his suits. He’s flying, and is about two minutes away from the 
school gates. 


“Yes please, tell him I’ve got a suit.” 
“A suit, sir?” 


Tony hears Peter whine in the background, making him chuckle underneath his breath. He hears 
Peter complaining about Tony being overprotective and dramatic, but Tony doesn’t think he’s 
either of those things. He gets down to the front of Peter’s school before the nurse can even ask 
him another question. He leaves the suit by the front, opening the doors and scaring the poor 
receptionist up front. 


“T’m here for Peter Parker. I’m his dad,” Tony says, smiling at the poor woman up front. He has 
the decency to look a little embarrassed, but as Peter walks down to the front with a brown paper 
bag in his hands, he doesn’t give a crap about how he acted. 


“Hi dad,” Peter says, looking a little greener than Tony remembered him. Did he actually look like 
that, or was Tony just worried? “Thanks for coming to get me. May was at work, and-“ 


“No need to explain, kiddo. [’ll always come and get you,” Tony grins. “Plus, you got me out of 
the most boring meeting that I’ve ever been in. Steve was just going on and on, | think I was going 
a little crazy,” he explains, after signing him out of school. “Happy’s already on the way with the 
car. I’m not flying you back, I think. I don’t want you to vomit all over some poor citizen.” 


“IT won’t even be sic-,” Peter starts, but cuts himself off as he puts his head down the paper bag. 
“You were saying?” 


Twenty minutes later, Peter and Tony were sat in the back of one of the cars. Tony was ignoring 
the constant flow of phone calls from Steve, simply turning his phone off when it got a bit too 
annoying. Peter had fallen asleep on the drive, his head hitting Tony’s chest. Tony put his hand 
through the boy’s curls, smiling fondly at the boy. He loved his son with every piece of him he 
had. But as soon as Happy looked at them through the mirror, he quickly turned his gaze to the 
window. He might know he loves Peter, but there was a little bit of him that still felt a little 
embarrassed to show off his emotional side. 


They get to the tower, and Tony has to carry Peter back to the penthouse. He tries to get there 
without anyone seeing them... but of course, he can’t. As the elevator’s doors open, the entire team 
is sat around Tony’s kitchen like they belong there. They do, sometimes... but- not now. Not when 
Tony just wanted to help his sick son get back up on his feet. And now he’s going to have all these 
questions on who his boy is. What if Tony can’t protect him now that more people know that he’s 
a Stark? 


All of their eyes fall to Tony, everyone looking equally as confused as Tony puts Peter down onto 
the sofa. They walk over, Clint opening his big mouth to speak. Tony puts his finger over his 
mouth, gesturing to the young boy’s sleeping form. He signs to them to follow him into the next 
room instead. Getting Friday to keep an eye out for Pete, he allows himself to go in the other room 
with the Avengers for a second. 


“Tony, who is that?” Steve asks, not letting Tony get a word in before he speaks. Tony loves 
Steve, he’s a good man, but god, sometimes he could be insufferable. “You leave our scheduled 
meeting, fly off in a suit making us think something awful had happened, and then you come back 
with a sleeping teenager.” 


“That kid in there... he’s my- well,” Tony says, taking a deep breath. This is it. Once he tells them, 
it'll never be the same again. But then again... these were his teammates. Clint had kids, and 
nobody in the media ever knew. Why couldn’t Tony have the same? They’d love Peter, and it 
would give him more bragging rights... ““He’s my son. His name is Peter Parker. He’s fourteen.” 


“Son?!” Clint asks, “No way, dude! That’s awesome. Our kids could be besties.” 


At the same time, Steve furrows his eyebrows. “How come you never said anything? I’d love to 
meet him. I imagine he’s brilliant.” 


“We only met last month. It’s... new and I’ve been figuring it all out, okay? He’s an amazing kid. 
He’s smart, funny, and I swear he’s going to save the world. But I’ve never wanted to wrap 


someone up in bubble wrap before. I just wanted to protect him from this side of me, you know. 
He’s wanted to meet you. He keeps asking... but I just-,” Tony says, glancing through the glass 
plane in the door where the kid is up. He looks groggy, and Tony has to restrain himself to go and 
run to him. “Look- that kid in there is everything to me. I’m not risking anything that might hurt-,’ 


) 


“Tony,” Steve interrupts. “We completely understand. We won’t tell anyone... but it would be an 
honour to meet yet another person in the Stark lineage,” he smiles, that big, sunshine, grin that he 
always has on his face. Tony’s shoulders relax. Of course they’d understand, they’re his family. 


“Just a warning... he talks a Jot. He’s going to ask you a lot of questions,” Tony tells them. He 
pauses. “And you will answer them, or I'll cut off all your allowances and stop making your 
uniforms,” he adds, glaring especially at Natasha who’s stood beside Steve with her arms crossed. 
He knows that she’ II like him, but he also knows it’s hard for her to open up. He feels as if the kid 
would help her though. “Also, if you even think to make fun of my fatherly instincts... the same 
applies, okay?” 


“T’m making zero promises,” Clint mumbles. 


Tony slowly pushes the door open, smiling fondly when Peter’s head whips towards his. Peter 
slowly walks over, wrapping his arms around Tony’s waist before he even notices the team 
walking in behind him. “Dad, mn tired. Can we go down to the lab please?” 


“Not if your tired, bambino. I don’t want you to get your fingers chopped off,” Tony laughs. He 
hugs back, glaring over at Clint as the man stifles a laugh. He runs his index finger over his neck, 
miming to Clint that it'll be over if he says anything else. “Look who has come to meet you, bud.” 


Peter slowly moves his head from where it’s leant against Tony’s chest. The first person he sees is 
Steve, towering over everyone (Thor isn’t here, but he imagines they’d be the same height). His 
shoulders are just ridiculous, and his dad wasn’t lying when he said that he looked exactly like the 
old comics. “Woah,” he whispers. He gets out of Tony’s grip, but takes his hand. He’s nervous, of 
course, and being close to his dad calms him down (it’s been like that since the moment they first 
spoke as father and son... and he loves it). “Mr Rogers, Captain... sir. It’s truly an honour.” He 
looks over Steve’s shoulder and gasps when he sees everyone else. “Mr Barnes, Ms Romanov, Mr 
Lang, Mr Barton, and... woah Mr Banner! This is crazy! You’re all so amazing!” 


“He doesn’t have the Stark manners, does he?” Clint teases, nudging Natasha who simply glares 
back at him. “I’m just joking,” he mumbles, before stepping forward to shake the teenager’s hand. 
“Amazing to meet you, kid. I'll have to add you to a group chat that the kiddos have. It’s called 
‘The Avengers kids’.” 


“Hey, how come Cassie isn’t in that?” Scott asks, tilting his head to the side. 


“She’s like seven, dude. Isn’t she? Does she even have a phone?” Clint says, looking at Scott as if 
he doesn’t have a clue what he’s talking about. To be fair to Clint, he doesn’t. 


“No...” 


Natasha walks past Clint, gently pushing him to the side. “Call me Natasha. Or Tasha if you want. 
Kids get nickname privileges, especially if it’Il annoy their dad,” she winks. 


“That’s so not fair,” Tony mumbles, but he can’t stop grinning at how happy his little boy looks. 
He ruffles Peter’s hair, “I’m the king of nicknames... but little squirt gets to call you one? Not a 
fan.” 


“Thanks Tasha,” Peter grins, laughing up at his dad as Tony scowls. 


“Name’s James. People call me Bucky,” Bucky says, shaking Peter’s hand. “You as smart as your 
dad?” he asks. 


Peter shakes his head, cheeks glowing, but Tony interrupts with the click of his tongue. “No. He’s 
smarter. Honestly, Barnes, he’s the future. He’s the smartest little man I know, and that’s totally 
not biased at all.” 


“Guess you can tinker on the arm one day then,” Bucky nods, stepping back until he’s standing 
behind Steve. 


Steve looks between them both with his chest out. He just looks... grand. Peter’s overheard his dad 
complain on the phone about him being ‘Mr Righteous’, but he thinks his dad was just being 
dramatic. Steve takes his hand (and, oh, what a tight grip), shaking it. “I knew your grandfather, 
son. You have his nose, I think... But you look exactly like your dad, too. It’s amazing to meet 


” 


you. 
“It’s amazing to meet you, sir,” Peter grins. 
“Oh, what a polite young man,” Steve winks. “The opposite of your father, hm?” 


“Hey!” Tony exclaims. Steve better not turn his kid on him. He’d be so mad. “Well... you’ve got a 
point. He’s not like me in that sense. But get him down in the lab and you’ ll never get him out. 
I’ve had to drag him out once.” 


“Tt’s like looking at a clone,” Bruce laughs, as soon as Steve steps aside. 


Bruce tilts his head to the side as Peter’s eyes basically sparkle as he looks at him. He steps back 
just a little when Peter’s hand leaves Tony’s side. He doesn’t know what the kid is doing as he gets 
his backpack...But he definitely didn’t expect the boy to bring one of Bruce’s old books out. 
Nobody has shown him one of these before Hulk. It unexpectedly tugs at his heartstrings. When 
Tony said his kid was great, he was assuming it was just the normal parental love speaking... but 
there was something about this boy that was great. Not just because he liked Bruce... but there was 
a fire in his eyes that he saw in Tony’s. 


“Can you sign it, Mr Banner? I’m a huge fan,” Peter asks, flipping to the first page. He grabs a pen 
and shuffles on his feet out of awkwardness. 


“O-Of course, kid. I'd love to,” Bruce says, smiling as he scribbles his name out alongside a little 
message personalised to Peter. The kid seems to love it... so it makes the doctor smile too. 


“How come you never asked me to sign one of my books?” Tony mutters. 


“You’re my dad, that would be weird,” Peter laughs. “But you can sign one for Ned. He’d love 
that. He’s a huge fan. Of course, I’m a huge fan too. But it’s different. I love you. He’s simply in 
love with your cool suits,” Peter shrugs, slipping in the ‘I love you’ very casually. They’ ve said it 
once before when Peter was hurt after a patrol gone wrong, but they haven’t said it again since. It 
makes Tony’s heart flutter, and he feels like he melts into himself as soon as hears how much his 
kid adores him (it’s mutual). 


“Love you too, bambino. Remember that when one of them steals you away from me,” He says, 
narrowing his eyes. 


Peter giggles, but Tony’s not joking. He grabs a glass of water and some paracetamol for his boy to 


take, hoping it would make him all okay again. But when he comes back, from one small moment, 
Peter’s sat on Steve’s shoulders and is smiling like he was never sick in the first place. He frowns 
to himself, setting the stuff on the coffee table. Has Peter ever smiled like that with him? Surely, he 
has... right? Steve isn’t his dad; Peter wouldn’t just replace him... He never would. 


“Are you sure that you weren’t faking being sick, Parker?” Tony says, speaking playfully... but 
there was a slight serious tone behind it. If he was, something would’ ve been wrong. Peter would 
never just ditch school. For all Tony knew about him, and he knew a lot now, the young boy was 
obsessed with getting his education and sorting his own life out. He never wanted to sponge off 
Tony’s money... even if the billionaire had already set his will up with the boy getting a majority 
of his inheritance. 


“Nope!” Peter grins, holding onto Steve’s jacket to make sure he didn’t fall off. “I'd never, dad!” 
“Better be true,” Tony replies, shaking his head. 


Peter’s there for the rest of the day... but Tony doesn’t see him at all. Peter runs off and spends 
time with each avenger, and Tony’s left to just pity himself down in the lab. As soon as he got the 
call to pick him up, he had planned to show the kid the new suit he had been working on. It sat 
there... gathering dust... as Peter learnt how to fight with Natasha (Tasha, apparently). 


Peter apparently goes to learn archery with Clint next, as Natasha comes to the lab and pokes fun at 
Tony’s strop. 


“He’s my son, Natasha.” 
“You know that you can call me, Nat... you know, as the king of nicknames.” 


“Nat,” he sort of mocks, sighing. “That wasn’t on topic. I want to spend time with him. I wish I 
never introduced you all. I knew he’d find you all cooler than me, even if that’s impossible. ’m 
definitely the coolest Avenger, Nat, and you know that.” 


“Are you serious?” Natasha laughs. “You’re all he talks about.” 
“Tam?” 


“Does that surprise you? I thought you were a genius, Tony.” She rolls her eyes, flipping her hair 
of her shoulder. Sitting on the side of his desk, she grabs her phone and shows Tony a selfie they 
took. “He’s a cute kid. He’s like you, you know. I mean, what’s the chances of a father and son 
both being superheroes?” 


Tony stops. He sighs and ends up laughing after he’s processed it all. “Of course. If anyone was to 
find out, it would be you. How did you know?” he asks. 


Natasha swipes a few times through her camera roll, finding a video of Peter taking Steve down 
during their training they did earlier. “Steve wasn’t letting him win. I know when he does. He was 
going full out, Tony, and Peter took him like it was nothing. That’s not normal.” 


“He’s Spider-man. He was before I met him,” Tony explains. “I'll tell the team another time... but 
just let him be normal for a while, okay? Please? He deserves it. He’s been through way too 
much... and I just want to make him happy.” 


Natasha smiles to herself. “You’re a great dad, Tony,” is all she says, before she gets up and leaves 
the room. Tony watches her go, thinking to himself... maybe he is. 


Peter runs down to the lab a few hours later. He’s walking beside Bucky, and Bucky is smiling 
widely. He looks so carefree, and Tony’s never seen him look like that. Peter waves him goodbye, 
thanking the man for carrying some of his stuff down with him. 


“Dad! Oh, it’s been the best day ever! I’ve been in the lab with Bruce, painted with Steve, played 
archery with Clint, and fought with Bucky, Natasha, and Steve. It’s been so cool. Scott even 
showed me his shrinking tech. He had this ant with him, and it was massive! Honestly, dad! But I 
missed you. Where have you been?” Peter rants, sitting himself right down on Tony’s desk. He 
looks out of breath, his hair more of a mess than it usually is. He’s wearing one of Steve’s old 
shirts... he must’ve got something on his own. He looks just like Tony used to... 


“T’ve been working on some stuff, but I’m glad you had the best day,” Tony smiles gently, leaning 
forward to press a kiss against the boy’s forehead. “Missed you, buddy.” 


“J missed you too, dad!” 


Peter looks over Tony’s shoulder, gasping widely. “Is this what you’ ve been working on?” he asks, 
running over (completely ignoring Tony’s ‘do not run in the lab’ rule). He touches the Spider-man 
suit. “It’s so cool!” 


“Yeah, Parker. It'll actually protect you from the evil criminals out on patrol that try and stab you,” 
Tony tells him, wrapping an arm around the boy’s shoulders. “Do you like it?” 


“T love it!” Peter shouts, “Oh, dad. Thank you!” he grins. “This has been the best day of my life. 
Well, the best day ever was actually when we met. I'll never forget that day... even if I had just 
been shot.” 


“Yeah, don’t remind me of that last bit. We can just pretend we walked into each other on the 
street,” Tony jokes. 


When May finally gets home, she drives over to pick him up on the way. Tony gives Peter the 
biggest hug, almost stopping the young boy’s airflow. He has to let go when the boy taps him on 
the shoulders. Watching the car drive off is always emotional, but this time he has some other 
people by his side. 


“T hate this bit,” Tony mumbles. 


“Tell me about it,” Clint sighs. Scott does too, and the few men looks at each other with knowing 
looks. The dad avengers... maybe they’Il have to start a new group-chat. 


“He’s awesome, though, Tones. You’ve got an amazing kiddo.” 


“IT know,” Tony smiles to himself. “Sometimes I don’t think it’s real, you know? I just feel like 
he’s too good to be mine. I must’ ve done something amazing in my past life to be graced with such 
a kid.” 


“You do amazing stuff in this life, Tony,” Steve says, lightly patting his back. He ruffles his hair, 
just like Tony would do with Peter, and walks off with Bucky following him. Tony watches him go 
with furrowed eyebrows. That was... 


“Well. If I knew that having a son was going to get Mr America praise me, I would’ve done it a 
long time ago,” Tony says, mainly to himself. He walks alongside the rest of the Avengers, 
thinking about his day with a smile. Wow, what a good day. 


...And Peter was totally faking being sick, wasn’t he? The boy knew the Avengers would be over 


today, and he knew it was big debrief day today. Tony had complained to him about it the last 
visit, and Peter said he was always thinking of a plan. Tony also remembers something else... 
Peter told him that he couldn’t be sick because of the bite. Oh, his crafty little genius. For a 
superhero, he would probably be a successful villain. Good thing that he was on their side... 


My kid [11:43PM]: You’re welcome, dad. 
Tony Stark [11:44PM]: You evil little genius, Parker. Thanks for getting me out, I owe you one. 
My kid [11:46PM]: I'd take a puppy. 


My kid [11:47PM]: Just kidding :D! (Just in case you were already looking, I know what you’re 
like). 


My kid [11:47PM]: All I need is my dad! I love you!! 


Tony closes the dogs home tab he opened, frowning. He totally would’ ve got his kid a dog. That 
would’ ve been too cute for him to handle, to be fair. He watches the other text message coming 
through, grinning widely. It just always makes him smile. 


Tony Stark [11:49PM]: Love you too, Pete. Now go to bed. You’re going back to school 
tomorrow. No more schemes... without informing me about them first. 


My kid [11:50PM]: Fine! 
My kid [11:51PM]: I can tell you’re proud of it though. 
Tony Stark [11:52PM]: I’m always proud of you, kiddo. Anyway... GO TO BED! 


My kid [11:53PM]: Going now! I had an amazing day today, dad. I loved every second (but I love 
you the most, remember. You are the coolest Avenger... after all ;D! 


Tony Stark [11:55PM]: I love you more. See you soon, bambino. 


Tony sets his phone down, leaning back into his chair. Tinkering on Peter’s suit for a while, Tony 
thinks about how much his boy has changed his life. He’d never have it any other way... Here’s to 
the rest of their lives. 


Chapter End Notes 


I’ve been with my family for the last week so i havent had the chance to sit down and 
write for a while! I FEEL RUSTY! 


A Little Tumble 


Chapter Notes 


TW- There’s a bit where Tony tells Peter to eat more which could be seen as a small 
mention of an eating disorder! Please be careful reading if this could trigger you¥ 


For the next few months, both Peter Parker and Tony Stark did everything together. Life was 
brilliant, and nothing was going to split their budding relationship apart. Peter loved having a dad. 
Especially one as good as Tony. The man did everything for him, and Peter returned the favour. 


Walking home with a new set of Lego Tony brought him, Peter couldn’t stop smiling to himself. 
Ned was staring down at the bag in his hand, a quizzical look on his face. Knowing what every 
facial expression meant with Ned, Peter couldn’t help but drop the smile he held so dearly. ““What’s 
wrong?” Peter asks, snapping Ned out of whatever daydream he was in. 


“You’re telling me that you haven’t had one argument with Tony yet?” He asks, stuffing his hands 
awkwardly in his pockets. “I have an argument with my dad at least once every day.” 


“Why would I argue with him? We’ ve got nothing to fight about,” Peter shrugs, “I guess that’s one 
good thing about living apart,” he adds. He sits down on the bench that they always stop by. 
Placing the Lego down by his feet, he swings his legs back and forth. “I don’t really want to argue, 
Ned. Sure, the Lego is a bit much... but he gets so happy when he finds a set I like. He stands by 
my room and puts the set on the bed... and he asks me if it’s alright, and of course it is! It’s just so 
sweet that he’s trying so hard to be there... I guess we’re just making up on lost time.” 


“Tt is nice,” Ned agrees, taking a sip of his water from the massive water bottle he always takes to 
school. He sets it down, biting his lip. “You don’t have to be in an argument, of course. It just- 
well- if you don’t mind me saying- you’re very argumentative at times.” 


“Am not!” 


“Of course,” Ned mumbles. He sighs, “It might just be me overthinking... but I feel like you’re 
sort of in a ‘honeymoon’ phase, and everything’s going to throw up in your face soon.” They’ re 
silent for a while. Ned turns to him and makes that face he always does in awkward social 
situations. “Or not! I don’t mean to put that in your head... it’s just me- you know- thinking out 
loud.” 


“Don’t worry, Ned. Everything will be just fine,” Peter says, and it’s totally not meant as an 
attempt to reassure himself. 


A month later, and 6 whole months after they first met, Peter’s sat on Tony’s balcony as the 
billionaire sits in a meeting with the company’s board to discuss some changes. He asks Friday 
how long Tony will be, and the AI doesn’t seem to have a definite answer. Deciding to wander 
around the tower whilst he waits for his father, Peter finds himself in the Avengers training room. 


Natasha and Steve are there. Peter decides to step in and train, but he hasn’t had much to eat or 
drink (even if Tony told him to grab something... he just couldn’t be bothered). 


“You ready to learn how to fight, kid?” Steve playfully jests, narrowing his eyes as he lifts the side 
of the ring up. Peter ducks underneath it, and nods at Steve, raising his fists. “Got it, Parker. 
You’re going down,” he chuckles. 


Peter fights well, but he’s not good enough. Steve ends up pinning him down to the floor, pulling 
his arm behind his back. Peter screams in agony, making the super soldier flinch back in concern. 
“Peter?” he asks, tilting his head to the side. “Are you okay?” 


“Fine,” Peter whines. “Just- uh- my arm. It hurts a little.” 


“Oh, kiddo. Sorry. I went a little too far, didn’t I?” Steve sighs. “Sorry, buddy. I don’t know my 
own strength sometimes. Shall we take you up to your dad?” he asks him, helping him. He’s got a 
guilty face plastered on, and Peter has to pretend none of it hurts so he doesn’t make Steve feel 
worse. 


“No, it’s okay. He’s in a meeting. I'll just go upstairs in my room,” Peter smiles tightly, running 
out of the room. God, he’s in agony. Steve really threw him around like it was nothing. What if he 
had to fight a real villain like that one day? He stumbles down the path with his head hung low, 
annoyed that he isn’t good enough. 


Stumbling into his room, Peter pushes the door open and jumps onto his bed. He chuckles 
underneath his breath when he sees another Star Wars gift. He pushes it aside, after glancing over 
it for a second. He lays down on the bed, his back sinking into the soft mattress. Glancing over the 
top of the ceiling, he tries to wish for the pain to go away. But it isn’t. It normally does... Why is 
this so different? 


Tony walks into his room an hour later, looking as tired as ever. He sits on the side of the bed, 
gently shaking his son awake (after the boy had fallen asleep in the same position he was in during 
his daydream). He grins when his eyes slowly blink open. “Hey, buddy. You tired?” 


Peter nods, and he’s scared that he’ II let out how much pain he’s in if he ever speaks again (maybe 
he’s being dramatic, maybe he’s not). 


“Yeah? Maybe [ll should just drive you home then. Did you get something to eat?” Tony asks. 
When Peter slowly shakes his head, Tony sighs and takes a deep breath. “Kid... come on. You 
haven’t eaten in ages. You need the energy,” he complains, gently brushing some hair out of his 
face. “You worry me.” 


“Tm fine,” Peter pouts. 


“What about yesterday? What did you have to eat?” Tony asks, disregarding Peter’s last sentence 
(he doesn’t believe him). When his son is silent for longer than he should be, he knows that the 
answer isn’t something that he would like. “Peter...” 


“T had to patrol!” 


“No, Pete. You didn’t have to. You need to look after yourself first,” Tony grumbles, running his 
hand through his own hair, something Peter has come to realise he does a lot. “Right, you’re not 
leaving here until I get some energy in you. No wonder you looked like a walking zombie when I 
picked you up from the apartment before.” 


Peter pouts again. He checks the time. No, it was time for his patrol... he needed to get out there. 
He had to take some food for the group of people he saw everyday... and he was certain that more 
and more people were showing up on the street recently. All Peter wanted to do was help. He 


didn’t care if he was out of energy or hurt. “No!” 

“Peter,” Tony says, sternly. “Kid. This isn’t yes or no, okay?” 
“No, dad! I have to go and patrol. Please.” 

“Patrol?” Tony asks. “Are you being serious?” 

“Yes! People need my help!” 


“And I need you to be alive!” Tony counters, sounding exasperated. ““Kid- you’re staying here 
tonight. I can’t risk you jumping out of your bedroom window in that suit. What if you die? What 
if I find you stabbed and I can’t save you? What then?” 


“You lived without me for the first fourteen years of my life, I’m sure you can go manage some 
more!” Peter shouts, getting up. He ignores the pain in his arm, “I’m going home. I’ve already 
texted Happy and he said he’d meet me in the carpark.” 


“Peter,” Tony calls. He’s close to tears, for the first time in a long time, but he’s not going to show 
Peter that. He knows it’s just a normal teenage reaction to shout at him like that- but this is the first 
time it’s happened. It hurts his heart, and he’s not sure how to deal with it. “If you walk out that 
door-“ he starts, but he stops himself when he sounds a little too much like his father. “I love you, 
Peter. You go and do what you want to do, if you truly believe that you’ re in the right, but be 
careful. I can’t lose you.” 


Peter watches his dad’s face, feeling incredibly... guilty. “Dad, I-“ 


“Just go, Pete. You don’t want to keep Happy waiting. You know what he’s like,” Tony smiles, 
patting Peter on his shoulder. “I'll see you at the weekend.” 


Peter leaves. He sits in the back of Happy’s car, fiddling with one of his many keyrings that Tony 
gifted him. He doesn’t cry. He tries his hardest not to. He doesn’t enjoy arguing with Tony, he 
realises. He loves his dad with all his heart, and he never wanted to hurt him... patrolling was just 
everything for him. He had to help those people he saw every day. 


After thanking Happy, he decides to run the other way as the car sets off. He doesn’t step inside 
his apartment. In fact, he jumps into an alleyway and changes into the suit. Tony doesn’t know 
what he’s talking about... he’s fine to patrol on little to no energy. He goes and buys some food in 
his local shop, dropping it by the food bank before he sets off. He saves a little bit of it for the 
homeless lady he sees every patrol, making sure to take some water for her as well. 


Swinging through the streets, his arm continues to hurt him. He stops for a while, hiding down an 
alleyway. He takes a few deep breaths, holding in another stream of tears for the second time. But 
as he’s standing there, as vulnerable as ever, someone manages to sneak up on him. Peter 
recognises his attacker as a robber he webbed up only eight months ago. Apparently, the criminal 
had got out of jail... and was about to enact revenge on the person that put him there. 


Peter screams as the person punches him again and again. He can’t seem to fight back, clinging 
onto his last piece of energy before he passes out on the floor. “Please, stop!” Peter cries, but the 
person doesn’t give up. He sees the feet of the person running away, but he doesn’t move. Before 
he passes out, with that last piece of energy inside him, he takes his phone and types a message to 
his father. As the text finally delivers, he simply closes his eyes and mutters an apology to his 
father as he welcomes the darkness. 


Tony’s sitting around by himself when he gets the message. He’s underneath one of his cars, trying 


to get himself busy instead of worrying about the argument they had hours before. But as the 
familiar ‘ping’ tumbles out of his phone, signifying his kid has texted him, he’s sitting up faster 
than possible. Taking his phone off his table in a swift second, he almost throws up when he reads 
what Peter’s sent him. 


My kid [9:07PM]: Hey, dad. I’m sorry. It really hurts. I love you. 


And that’s it. That’s all he’s sent. Tony goes into panic mode, pacing around the room. He calls 
every Avenger that’s outside to go and look for him. Tony knows that Clint’s outside, and that Nat 
can find anyone in any position... he makes sure that they know. Trying to call Peter’s phone over 
and over again, he doesn’t know what to feel when his calls stop going through. 


He doesn’t plan to find out. 
Meanwhile 


“Peter?” Someone says, and Peter doesn’t want to wake up. He groans. “I know, Pete, but you 
have to get up.” 


Peter opens his eyes, tilting his head as he sees Clint Barton looking down at him. They’ re in the 
same alleyway he passed out in, and the boy doesn’t know how Clint got here. “Your dad told all 
us Avengers to look out for you. Told us not to tell you, either, but I don’t like to do what I’m told. 
Anyway- you really gave me a fright there, Parker. I really thought you were dead. I was so close 
to crying, you know. I actually really like you.” 


Peter blinks. “What?” 


“Yeah, I know. I don’t know why I like you too. It feels like treachery sometimes. Your father can 
be really annoying, but that gene seems to have just ran after you,” Clint mumbles, sitting down 
with his back against the brick wall. Putting his hand on Peter’s forehead, the archer checks for 
Peter’s head for any bumps. “Can you tell me your name?” 


“IT know my name, Mr Barton. I’m just confused how you found me.” 


“Tony’s an overprotective father, kid. I’m pretty sure we could find you in a sea of a million people 
if we needed too,” Clint tells him. “Nah, he told me to go out where you usually patrol.” Clint 
stops. “Oh, yeah. I forgot to tell you. I totally figured out your Spider-man secret the other day. 
How you and Tony kept that secret is beneath me. Anyway! Yeah, so, Tony knows I know. He 
wasn’t happy though. But now that I know, he makes me and Nat keep tabs on you whenever 
you’re in the suit. He can’t do it as it’s impossible for Tony Stark to be covert.” 


“Mr Barton... you talk loads,” Peter says, slowly trying to sit up. He struggles, thanking the older 
man as Clint lets him relax on his side. 


“Yeah, I know. I get that a lot,” Clint laughs, “But you do too, Parker, so don’t go complaining.” 


“T guess you’re right...” Peter laughs. He sighs again, taking a deep breath. “It hurts, Mr Barton. I 
think I probably broke my arm. I bet that dad’s going to be mad. I don’t want him to be mad at 
me,” Peter frowns. He holds his arm against his chest, wincing when he moves it suddenly. “T 
should’ ve listened to him.” 


“Worried? Yeah. Mad? I don’t think so, Peter. God. I’ve never seen Tony so soft for someone. 
He’s always talking about you. Spoke my ear off the other day about some of your grades. He’s so 
proud of everything you do. It hurts him that he never got to see you grow up. He’s doing his best 
to cram it all in now,” Clint explains, whilst simultaneously bandaging the kid’s arm up with a first 


aid kit he kept in the backpack he had over his shoulder. He makes sure the kid’s comfortable as he 
helps him stand up, keeping his arm around Peter as they walk over to a parked car. 


Peter smiles to himself, thinking of the way his dad’s eyes sparkled when he brought that A* paper 
home. He saw that piece of paper taped to the front of his fridge when he next arrived, and Peter 
was pretty sure that he’s never felt a feeling quite like it. Knowing his dad loved him enough to 
show his work off, and annoy other people... he suddenly wanted to hug him and tell him he was 
sorry, and that he’d never patrol again. 


“You okay, Pete?” Clint says, climbing into the driver’s seat. 


“Yeah,” Peter smiles. He might be basically battered and bruised from a bad attack, but how could 
he even be sad anymore? He’s got the best dad in the entire world. 


“Tell that to Tony when we get back. That looks like it’s going to leave a bruise.” 


As Clint pulls up to the front of the tower, Tony’s in the carpark. He’s in his pyjamas, pacing back 
and forth. He’s speaking to Pepper, who looks like she’s trying to calm him down. Rhodey’s there 
too, looking as if he’s trying to look out for the car that they’re in. As the archer parks his car, 
Peter immediately makes eye contact with his dad. Tony abandons his conversation, sprinting over 
to the vehicle. He pulls the door open, hands flying over Peter’s face. He grabs Peter’s chin, 
pushing his face around to look for any injuries. 


“Dad...” 


Tony gestures for Peter to step outside. When Peter does, he’s taken into a tight hug. Tony’s hand 
is in his hair. He’s breathing heavily, holding his kid like he’s been missing for months. He holds 
him like that for about five full minutes, even as the rain starts to fall down around them. “Clint 
texted me that he found you, and that you were passed out. I was so worried,” Tony whispers. Peter 
starts to cry, and Tony pulls away and checks his boy’s face with a concerned glance. “Kiddie? Do 
we need to take you to the Medbay?” 


“T |-love you, dad,” Peter stutters. “I’m s-sorry.” 


“Oh, Pete. It’s okay. It’s all okay,” Tony whispers, leaning back in for another hug. “I got you, 
buddy. Dad’s got you. I’m going to find whoever touched you, and they’re going to get a lovely 
visit from Iron Man and-,” 


“Tt’s fine, Dad. I’m okay, I just- I’m sorry for not listening to you.” 


“People normally are,” Tony winks. He pulls away, taking Peter’s hand. He pulls him out of the 
rain before he gets sick, sitting him down on one of the waiting seats. Placing one of his own 
sweaters over Peter’s head, Tony marvels at how cute his little boy looks with the long sleeves 
falling over his hands (it’s nice to not be the smallest in the room). “Not to be that person, but I 
totally told you so.” 


“Yeah, I know,” Peter mumbles. “You’re definitely never going to mention that ever again, are 
you?” 


“Hm. I’ve got to embarrass you as much as I can before you go off on that field trip to MoMA, 
don’t I?” Tony winks. “You know I’m going to miss you loads.” 


“Lets just hope I don’t get bit by another radioactive spider,” Peter jokes. “Things always go 
wrong on my field trips, don’t they? I just hope it doesn’t again. I think this one is going to be just 
fine.” 


As they both sit there, getting over their first ever argument as father and son, a ship looms in 
above them in space, something nobody can see... they laugh and joke with no idea what’s coming 
for them. But it’s all going to be just fine... Isn’t it? 


Loss 


Chapter Notes 


WARNING!!! it’s sad!!!! Based on infinity war (although ive changed most/some 
dialogue) 


“Tt’s not a big deal,” Tony Stark says to his fellow Avengers as they sit around on different sofas 
on movie night. He’s just trying to convince himself, mostly. Clint stares at him, his eyebrow 
raised like he knows everything about him (he probably does). ““He’s only going to be gone for 
three days. I think I can handle it.” 


“Sure,” Natasha says, taking a sip of her perfectly crafted drink. Looking at him from the rim of the 
glass, her resting face turns up into a knowing grin. Before anybody knows it, the whole room is 
laughing... par Tony. 


“What?!” Tony exclaims, looking around the room with furrowed eyebrows. “Why are you all 
laughing at me?” 


“You think you can handle being separated from Peter that long? Tony, you’re a mess if he can’t 
come over for the evening after school,” Steve explains. When he sees Tony’s in a bit of a strop, he 
scoots over and puts his hand over Tony’s shoulder. “Oh, come on. We’re only jesting. It’s sweet 
how much you love each other.” 


“Yeah, well,” Tony mumbles, crossing his arms. “I do love him, but we’re not conjoined twins... 
are we? I can deal with it,” but as Tony finishes his speech, his phone starts ringing. Tony takes it, 
annoyed pout changing into a grin when he sees that Peter’s the one calling him. “Hang on a sec,” 
he announces, rolling his eyes when the team just starts to laugh again. 


“Hi dad!” An excited voice says, and Tony can basically see his face as he speaks. Hearing ‘dad’ 
always makes his worries float away. “I was just calling to say that I’m packing! I was bored... so I 
wanted to see how you were doing.” 


“All is good, bambino. I’m just sat around with the Avengers, and missing you,” He smiles into the 
phone, putting his free hand into the pocket of his jacket. “Make sure to pack for all weathers. You 
never know what it’s going to be like. I don’t trust any reports apart from Friday.” 


“T will, dad! May was helping me out, but she’s had to go to work now,” Peter tells him. He’s silent 
for a second, before he starts to chuckle underneath his breath. “Ned says that he’s going to be bit 
by a radioactive squirrel on our trip. Says he’s going to become squirrel boy... and subsequently 
my sidekick. Think he’s a little jealous that he didn’t get bit by that spider, you know. I mean- it 
would be cool, but I don’t think that’s going to happen,” the boy laughs... and he doesn’t know 
how much that sounds like music to Tony’s ears. 


“Oh yeah? Well, we’d have to make him a super suit... wouldn’t we?” 
“That would be so cool!” 


Tony gets distracted, forgetting all about the movie night as Peter rambles on and on about the 


capabilities of a squirrel costume, or even different ideas for his spider-man suit. Tony loves the 
sound of his kid speaking so enthusiastically about his favourite topic. He could hear the 
excitement, and all Tony wanted to do was bottle up this feeling and drink it for the rest of his life. 
And when his kid hangs up, Tony suddenly feels... alone. He just wanders back into the living 
room and sees most of them asleep, apart from Steve who’s sat up and staring at the TV screen. 


Tony slides in between a sleeping Scott and Steve. He looks up at Steve, wondering what the man 
was thinking. “Are you okay?” he finally asks, when the usually ‘chatty’ super solider doesn’t 
bother to say a thing. 


“T’m just... happy for you,” Steve replies. “I know that Howard wasn’t the best... and sometimes 
me being here is a sort of reminder of that.” He sighs. “You’re a good man, Tony, and Peter is 
just... brilliant. He’s just like you, isn’t he? He’s incredibly sweet.” 


“He is...,” Tony replies. He’s not sure where Steve’s going with this... is he about to tell the man 
bad news? Is Peter okay? (of course he was, Tony had just hung up on him... right?). “What’s 
actually up, Steve? You’re worrying me.” 


“There’s something that I feel Peter’s hiding from you...” Steve whispers, not wanting to wake 
anybody up. “I overheard something he was saying to his friend... and I was just concerned.” 


Tony’s mind immediately went to drugs, or something in that area. His heartrate spikes and Tony 
knows that Steve can hear it. “What?” He asks. When Steve remains silent, the billionaire begins 
to get a little agitated. “Come on, Steve. Spit it out.” 


“T think he might be Spider-man, Tony,” Steve says. When the other man looks at him with a 
blank face, and starts to laugh, Steve frowns. “I’m being serious! I have some pretty solid 
evidence. I hope he won’t hate me for telling you this, but I was scared that he’d get hur-,” 


“Steve,” Tony interrupts. Fondly, he smiles up at his friend. Steve’s always been there for him 
(well, not from the beginning... but they got there in the end). “Thank you. But I know. I knew he 
was Spider-man before I knew he was my kid,” he explains. 


“Oh,” Steve starts. He chuckles underneath his breath. “Well, that’s embarrassing. I imagine you 
have him set up with the safest equipment known to man?” he questions, smiling when Tony nods 
his head. “Well... I can figure it out myself why you didn’t tell us. I imagine you just wanted to 
keep his secret safe.” 


“Tt’s not that we didn’t want to,” Tony explains quickly. “Peter and I have a bet going on. We’ve 
got this list of who we think would find out first. We both had Nat and Clint first and second, but 
he said you’d get number three. I now owe him twenty dollars.” 


Steve laughs. He laughs like he does when he actually feels free. His hand is over his chest, his 
whole head falling back onto the top of the sofa. Tony loves it when his team feels this carefree, 
and they haven’t felt like this for a while. Tony might be biased when he says that Peter brought 
them all closer... but Peter is totally the reason that they all do movie nights like they used to. It 
could only get better... right? 


One day later 


Tony’s natural smile is present on his face as he walks down the open park with Pepper walking 
beside him. Sure, he misses his kid. Pete’s just left for his school trip, and all he left behind was the 
cutest selfie (and a lot of mess on his bedroom floor) that Tony has put as his home screen. His 
whole album is basically Peter now... what else would it be? Currently his favourite is a picture of 


Peter and Pepper he took candidly of them when they went to the theatre only the other day. Peter 
had been begging to go somewhere with them, and he was over the moon when the billionaire 
gifted him the tickets. It had been an amazing day. 


Recently Tony’s been having dreams of his family’s future. In every rendition, he sees Pepper, 
Peter, himself, and... a fourth. He wants another kid... and he’s not shy to tell his fiancé this. He’d 
accept it if she didn’t want to... but that’s all he can think of now. 


Explaining his desire to expand their family even more, Tony’s speaking enthusiastically to a 
somewhat worried Pepper. Having Peter in his life has made him open his heart more. His past 
used to control him. Every time he’d even question the idea of taking that next step with his 
partner... the fear of not being good enough would creep into his mind and infect his thoughts. But 
Peter waltzed in, grabbed him by the heart, and told him that he was good... and everything had 
been amazing since then. He’s not so sure if Pepper agrees. She doesn’t want to bring a child into 
this world when it’s father is still parading around in a metal suit, his chance of dying ten-fold 
every single time he steps inside. Even if Peter’s okay with it, she just can’t let it happen. 


Just as Tony’s about to counter her point with a very mature, totally right, point, a random man 
with a not-so-stylish (in Tony’s opinion) goatee steps into their lives through a sizzling portal 
(since when did Earth have wizards? Tony decides he’!] think that through later). With a guilty 
look to the woman he loves, he takes a step into the unknown. 


Strange tells him there’s been international talk between the sanctums. Something’s coming, and 
it’s big. They’ve heard chatter that half of Asgard has been murdered. Tony’s heart drops, worried 
that he’s lost his dear friend... even if they haven’t spoke in a while. And then... he hears his 
name. 


Thanos... the titan that’s been invading his thoughts for years. It’s time, and Tony’s not prepared. 
He’s not near his kid. He starts to worry more for Pete. Strange has this stone and tells him that 
they’re coming after it... just after he’s told him they’re in New York. Peter might be here. Peter 
could get hurt, and Tony’s not sure if he has the power to stop it. Suddenly, he feels sick. He goes 
to grab his phone to call in backup... but it’s too late. It gets crushed underneath the sudden rubble 
that comes tearing through the building’s roof. 


Tony fights. He fights for his world. His friends, his family... Peter... The universe is just 
something that comes with it. But when he’s thrown across the road, his back hitting the trunk of a 
tree, he’s scared. There’s something flying towards him at a speed he knows he won’t be able to 
hide from. If he dies without saying goodbye to his boy, he’ II haunt each one of these weird 
looking creatures until they go crazy. 


He’d rather die than go through what comes next. Suddenly, out of nowhere, Peter’s is in front of 
him and is saying hello with his chirpy little voice... without a clue about what’s actually going 
on. Tony talks to him like it’s just another normal mission, but he wants him to get out. He can’t be 
here. He needs to be somewhere else. Completely. 


“Dad, I’m being beamed up!” Peter shouts, and Tony is terrified. 


“Kid, you gotta let go! You’re going to high up!” He shouts after him, flying after him with the 
extra juice Friday gives him. Before he know it, he sees the ship and his boy clinging onto it. It’s 
getting higher and higher, and Tony doesn’t like where this is going. At all. 


Peter’s up in the clouds. His breathing sounds rapid, and Tony’s calling for the Iron-Spider suit 
before he can even think. This suit he’s wearing now doesn’t have a parachute. His kid’s not 
breathing properly, and he's so close to losing him. Tony’s heart batters in his chest, making the 


sound of a frenzied drum line. A line of anxious sweat drips from the top of his head down to his 
chin, but there’s too much on his mind for him to care. 


He can’t rest until the new suit is wrapped around his kid, wrapping him up like a fragile present. 
Telling Friday to deploy the fresh parachute in the Iron-Spider suit, he watches Peter fall to the 
floor. He can’t watch the full descent, knowing he has to keep going forward. Saving the world just 
to keep one might sound selfish... but Tony would do it thrice over if Peter’s smile was the end of 
the line. 


Strange is in trouble from the off-brand Squidward. Tony’s too busy staring down at it to notice 
Peter sneaking back into the ship. When he starts complimenting Strange’s cape, his eyes pop out 
of their sockets when Peter sheepishly descents down to the floor. An anger Tony didn’t know he 
was capable of entraps him, trapping his mouth closed before he might say words he’d regret. He’s 
staring at Peter with an open mouth, out of his mind with worry, fury, and every other negative 
emotion underneath the sun. 


Peter’s mouth opens to reassure Tony, but the billionaire’s got other plans. “You shouldn’t be 
here!” he says. It’s a half-whisper-half-shout... just loud enough to get his point across but quiet 
enough that the others won’t hear them. 


“But-,” 


“No, Peter. This is a one-way ticket, kid.” Tony takes a deep breath, and his hands start to tremble 
as they reach forward to grab Peter’s. “I can’t save you up here. I can’t keep you safe, Peter. This 
isn’t some stabbing that I freak out over. Thanos is a titan. He’s the most powerful being in 
existence. He’s already got two of the stones... that we know of. Who knows what he could do?” 


“We can beat him, Dad. I know it!” Peter says, using that unrelenting optimism he carries around 
with him. 


Tony’s breath hitches. “No, kid. You don’t know that. We don’t know anything. This isn’t that 
flying vulture man,” he tells him. His anxiety’s overtaking his ability to stay calm, and Peter can 
see it. His son’s looking at him with a worried face, standing there in that stupid suit Tony made. If 
Tony didn’t make it, Peter wouldn’t have been able to follow him. He’d be at home, safe, and 
Tony wouldn’t be close to breaking down. “This is exactly where I didn’t want you, Peter. Don’t 
tell me you thought this through.” 


“I did-,” 


“No, you didn’t,” Tony interrupts. Peter’s incredibly innocent. His curly hair that reminds Tony so 
much of himself when he was younger is all over the place, put out by the mask that was stuck 
over his face. Tony glances out into space... and it’s so vast. It’s so big, and they’ re flying right 
towards a planet where they’re about to come face to face with a titant. And Tony completely out 
of his depth. He can’t win here. He doesn’t know what to do because this moment is what he’s 
been scared of years. And having Peter here just makes it so much worse. He’s got so much more 
to lose. 


“Dad...” 


“T can’t lose you, Pete,” Tony whispers softly. He’s vulnerable here. This is a moment where he 
doesn’t have a clue. Peter’s not supposed to be here, and he’s not sure who’s going to die... and he 
can’t imagine what he’ll do if it’s his kid. “You should’ ve stayed on that bus.” 


“And I can’t lose you, dad,” Peter responds. “We can do this together. We can win together. Please, 


let me help you,” he begs, eyes wide and sparkling with the fire of determination. He really 
believes they can do this, and Tony doesn’t know if he can. But with Peter beside him, sometimes 
he thinks he can do anything. So, here’s to facing his demons... 


“Okay kid,” Tony finally says, his voice just about the same volume as a whisper. 


They’ re silent for a while, both of them staring down at the Doctor (someone his kid doesn’t even 
know the name of). Peter looks between them both. “Hey, have you ever seen that really old movie 
Aliens?” he asks, after a while... and it’s just enough for Tony to roll his eyes at. 


After saving Strange, Tony introduces them both. Tony’s bothered instantly over how nonchalant 
the doctor is about sacrificing Peter. Tony wants to scream and say he’II never let that happen, but 
he just has to give Strange the dirtiest look he can conjure instead. He wraps his arm around his son 
just a little tighter as they travel along the endless abyss of space. He’s scared, of course, but he 
doesn’t want Pete to know that. If he does lose his kid, he’Il make sure his last moments are good. 
Safe. But he plans for that to be the last resort. Something he never plans to go through with. 


They crash the ship, and Tony knows they hit the ground more than they should. Tony’s too 
focused on glancing over at Peter to keep his eyes on where they’re going. When they tumble to the 
floor and the idiots grab him, he loses all his patience. Putting the biggest weapon he can muster in 
this aliens face, his hand trembles a little as his kid gets more in danger. He doesn’t breathe again 
until he’s let go. 


The rest of their time together on Titan is blurred. They don’t have time to speak or spend time 
together. There are no Lego sets, or movie nights. They’re so far away from the lab that Tony can’t 
even remember how they left it. There is no time to meet the Avengers, no more betting over who’s 
going to figure out their secret. Tony owes the kid a present. Steve knows. He owes the kid 
whatever he wants... but he doesn’t have a chance to do just that. 


Thanos gets the stone. He falls away into a portal and heads (most likely) down to earth to murder 
Vision. Tony’s heart is stuck in his throat. He watches Peter speak with Strange. He can’t talk to 
his kid... because deep down in his heart, Tony knows that he’s about to die. Tony doesn’t know 
how to tell his kid that they’ Il never see each other again. He just hopes that Peter will be able to 
move on when they get back. 


But it’s much, much, worse. When the Guardians turn to dust, dying in an instant, Tony watches 
and waits for his turn. But it doesn’t come. He watches Strange go... he’s telling him that this was 
the only way (Tony doesn’t think he’s right). He waits. But then he hears the sweetest cry of 
desperation. It’s coming straight from Peter’s mouth. 


“Dad. I don’t know what’s happening,” Peter whimpers. He sprints towards his dad. His feet start 
to turn to dust. Tony goes numb. “I don’t want to go. Dad, please. I don’t want to go,” he cries, 
grabbing on to Tony, holding him as he dies in his arms. 


Tony stares. He’s screaming inside his head. No. No, no, no, he repeats in his head. Over and over 
again. This isn’t happening. This is a nightmare. A stupid, realistic, nightmare that he’ll wake up 
from. Peter will be asleep in his room. Thanos will be back in space where he belongs. But it’s not 
happening. He’s not waking up and more of his kid is disappearing into thin air. Peter’s begging 
for his dad to save him, but there’s nothing Tony can do. 


“T’m sorry, and I love you,” Peter whispers. 


And those words, that small little sentence, were his kid’s last words. Peter’s gone. There’s no 
feeling quite like what Tony goes through in that moment. When he stares down at the dust on the 


floor, his mind takes time to catch up. Peter’s dead. His sweet, gorgeous, kind, son... is dead. 
There will be no body to bury. Nothing. So Tony sits there and puts his head in his hands. He 
doesn’t cry. He doesn’t feel anything. There’s nothing left to feel at all. 


He just met his son. He lived without him for fourteen years... and now- now he’ II have to do it for 
the rest of his life. Is it a life worth living? He doesn’t know if he’ ll ever find out. 


“T loved you too,” Tony whispers. 


Numb 


Tony’s eyes shut as he slowly falls asleep. His head feels heavy, falling to the back of the ship’s 
chair. They’ ve been in here for twenty-two days, if he’s done the math right in his head (he always 
does). Twenty-two whole days without his son. Twenty-two days since Thanos walked into his life 
and took his boy away from him. He doesn’t feel the motivation to get out of his seat. So, he 
doesn’t. He realises that he runs out of oxygen soon... and that means he can get back to Peter. He 
wonders if Pepper went to. 


But that doesn’t happen. Captain Marvel, a name he hasn’t heard of before, flies down to his and 
Nebula’s ship. She takes it in her hands and pulls it to earth. Tony doesn’t even have the heart to be 
surprised. He’s seen it all... really. But Peter... Oh, Pete. He would’ ve been over the moon. He’d 
hit his dad on the arm, begging for him to pay attention. He’d sit there with that perfect grin, 
staring off at space. He’d always mention Ned, telling him how the other boy would lose his mind! 
And to be fair to Ned, he always did. It’s morbid to hope Ned was apart of those who turned to 
dust, but he could never imagine the two boys being apart. 


As soon as the words “I lost the kid,” leaves his mouth, it’s like the whole situation processes in his 
head. He looks at Steve with a broken face, and watches as the other man understands what he 
said. Steve’s saying something but the buzz in Tony’s mind is too loud for him to hear. All he can 
think of is Peter. It’s all he knows... 


Pepper’s alive. God, he’s so happy that she is. Well, it’s bittersweet. Tony’s heart has always been 
split into two since the moment he met Peter. Pepper had half... Peter had the other. Now, he only 
has one half left. He holds her there for a second as Steve helps him walk to the Avengers 
compound. She’s the only thing that’s keeping him there. His gravity. He doesn’t know what he’d 
do if she wasn’t. 


All the remaining Avengers are sitting in one room. Pepper’s on his left. Peter’s on his- no, he’s 
gone. There’s an empty spot where his little boy used to be. The team all look down-trodden. 
They’ ve all lost people, and they can’t believe they actually lost. Tony’s been dreaming of this for 
years, but he never thought it would come this soon. As soon as he was happy, they took 
everything away from him. Why did he ever think the universe would let him stay that way? 


Tony’s sat on the couch, staring off into space. He’s just been there, it’s nothing interesting. Clint’s 
the only Avenger not there. He’s been told his whole family was snapped, and Tony’s heart burns 
with guilt. He lost his kid, and he can’t feel a thing... he can’t imagine how his friend is feeling 
right now. 


When they display the members of their team that lost their lives, he has to look away when he sees 
Peter’s face. He stands up... with an attempt of leaving the room. But he hasn’t got the energy to 
do anything. Rhodey’s holding him up, but he collapses down to the ground. He hits the floor, his 
cheek against the cold material. And in that one moment, he can breathe... only because he can’t 
think of anything at all. 


5 months later. 


Tony’s dreaming. It’s the same dream every single night. Peter’s there. He walks into Tony’s 
bedroom, grinning like he never left. Tony sits up. Peter simply jumps onto the bed, and the two of 
them put Star Wars on. Peter snuggles into Tony’s side, whilst also cuddling into one of the plush 
toys Tony gave him to make up for lost time. Pepper comes into the room. She’s expecting a child. 
They sit there in the silence, holding each other. That’s it. That’s the dream he has. It’s the same 


one every single time. 


It’s Peter every night. And every time he closes his eyes, he hopes he won’t wake up the next time. 
He’s not suicidal. He doesn’t want to die. But it’s hard to just stay here without him. 


He makes a routine. He flips his feet to the side of the bed. His feet hit the carpeted floor. Pepper 
stirs beside him. Tony checks the watch and it’s always 4:00am... sometimes he gets to five, but 
that’s only on the good days. He wanders into the bathroom of the new, secluded, house that him 
and Pepper moved into (they had planned to surprise Peter and let him choose, but that wasn’t an 
option now). He brushes his teeth and takes a swig of water. It gets him going. He doesn’t drink 
alcohol anymore. Peter wouldn’t have wanted that. He checks in on Pepper... just to make sure 
she’s still there. When he notices that she is, he walks downstairs to the lab. It’s where he spends 
most of his time now. 


Pepper will come by to pass him lunch. She stays there for a while, making conversation. He 

revels in her company. Sometimes he’ Il have energy to take his hands off the machines. He’ll take 
her hand and she’ II tell him what’s going on in the company. She’ II speak delicately. It’s the only 
thing that keeps him going. She knows what to say and when. And she even knows when to let him 
go. If she sees that he’s going into a state of loss, looking through old projects... she’ II just take her 
stuff and walk of (making sure that Friday’s looking out for him, of course). She knows that 
sometimes he needs to be alone, and that’s okay. 


Some of the other Avengers just don’t get that. They mean well, of course. But as they all mourn 
their loved ones, just like Tony, they just do it in different ways. Most of them mourn as a 
collective, leaning on each other when they need it. They don’t get that Tony doesn’t want that. 
They walk into his lab without permission, telling him stories of Peter. Tony wants to scream that 
he doesn’t want to hear any of it. He wants to remember Peter... but hearing his name every time 
someone makes conversation is damaging. It’s driving him insane. He’s getting closer and closer to 
that bottle in his cooler. A bit of him wants to buy a new house and move there by himself. 


“Peter would-,” One of them says on the rare occasion that Tony’s come up (in fact, it’s the first 
time in three weeks that he’s had a proper nutritional dinner). Tony doesn’t even know who it was 
that opened their mouths. 


Pepper always had them over for dinner, knowing it was important for her husband to keep that 
connection... even if he doesn’t know that now. Tony doesn’t even realise this was a common 
occurrence. He wasn’t aware that any of them had even put a foot inside the lake house. 


“Would you stop?! I can’t listen to it anymore!” He shouts, standing up. He pushes his plate off the 
table, cringing when it smashes on the floor. “It’s always ‘would’ or ‘was’. ’'m- I can’t. I can’t 
listen to it anymore. I don’t want to be reminded that my son is dead. It’s great, isn’t it? It’s not like 
I can’t stop dreaming of that moment repeatedly. My son cried in my arms and begged for me to 
save him... but I couldn’t do it. I had to just stand there like an idiot and watch him fall to pieces,” 
he rants. When he stops, his chest is heaving up and down. He’s clenching his fists and he’s angry. 
“There. Are you happy? Are you happy that I’ve cried in front of you all now? Is that what you 
wanted?” he says, tears falling down his cheeks. When he looks down at the plate that smashed 
earlier, he gasps when he sees it was the gift Peter had made for him. He kneels down by the 
broken mess, trying to piece it back together. But he can’t see it. His sight is blurry. His hands sting 
from the broken glass as he fails to fix it. “Fuck,” he curses, crying harder. “I’m sorry, kid. ’m so 
sorry. I failed you. I failed you, baby. You should be here.” 


“Tony,” Rhodey says, as he tries to pull the man away from it all. “Careful, man. Careful. It’s 
going to be okay. You’ ve got to calm down.” He tries to get Tony’s arm, but it doesn’t work. The 


other man is hysterically hyperventilating as he fails... again. Rhodey gets Steve’s help in the end. 
It’s the only way they call pull him away. 


Steve takes Tony into his arms, putting him over his shoulder. Tony kicks and cries, nothing like 
he had ever done before. In fact, if someone was to walk through... they’d never think it was the 
billionaire that was once so well put together. Tony gives up after a while, allowing Steve to just 
hold him. He rests his head against Steve’s big shoulders, his tears slowly stopping. He’s numb 
again, his burst of emotion something that’s forgotten into the past. 


Steve sets Tony down, looking down at him with a sad look akin to his face. “Let me see your 
hands, Tony,” he says, trying to reach over him. Tony dodges out of the way, rolling onto his 
stomach. He’s in pain, but nothing compares to the loss of losing a son. “Tony,” Steve says, sternly. 
He sits on the side of the bed, his legs stretched out. They hit the side of the wardrobe and force a 
box onto the floor. A few pieces of paper fly out, landing by Steve’s shoes. Tony doesn’t bother to 
look. The super soldier picks it up with the intention of putting it back. But when he sees it’s a 
letter from Peter, he smiles down at it as if it’s a precious jewel worth millions. “He’s gone, Tony, 
and there’s nothing we can do about it. Is there? He was loved, and that’s why we speak of him. I 
miss Bucky and Sam more than anything, but I think that they’d want me to keep going. For them. 
We keep their spirit alive by enjoying what they gave to the world. Especially when they gave so 
much. I miss him, too. I know it doesn’t mean shit whether I miss him or not. But I do. I can’t 
imagine how you're feeling.” 


Tony doesn’t say anything. Eventually turning around in the covers, he grabs the pillow his head 
was resting on. He tucks it underneath his chin, looking over at Steve. “You said a bad word,” he 
jests. It’s the most like himself that he’s been in a long time. It makes Steve smile. He takes a deep 
breath before he responds to Steve, placing his injured hands into the other man’s palms. Steve 
immediately gets to work, grabbing a first-aid kit that’s conveniently placed inside one of the 
bedside tables. “Thank you, Steve. Not for the medical help, but for- well... loving my kid. Thanks 
for keeping him alive... I mean, I’d appreciate it if you just gave me some time before- I just- I 
can’t hear it now.” 


“That’s fine, Tony,” Steve responds. He cleans the wounds, making Tony wince. He apologises, 
tilting his head to the side to ask if he could continue. Tony nods. Words don’t come easy to him 
anymore. “I’m sorry for adding to your stress.” 


“Tt’s not- look, you don’t have to apologise,” Tony says. He takes the letter from Steve’s side with 
his left hand after Steve finishes with bandaging it. He glances down at it, “I don’t think I’ve ever 
seen this before. Pepper put that box up there of things in Peter’s room. We had to clean out his flat. 
Both him and his aunt... well they’re both gone so-“ 


“Maybe you should read it? I don’t know. Whatever you think is best,” Steve suggests. 


Later in the day, Tony internally debates whether he should read the letter that’s now in his pocket. 
He’s spent some time with the team. He’s not as talkative as was in the past, but a bit of him crawls 
back from the depth of his weak heart. He talks and interacts with his team. It’s small, but it’s 
something. 


At the end of the day, he’s exhausted. After isolating himself for so long, he’s socially drained 
from spending so much time with others. So, he wanders. He sees people walking around, their 
head’s hung low. He doesn’t even look up to say anything to those remaining, and they don’t say a 
thing to him. There’s no autographs, no selfies. Nothing. Nobody does that anymore. 


It has become normal to see somebody walking down the street with their tears dripping from their 
eyes. It’s normal because everyone does it. Everyone has lost at least one loved one... People start 


to debate if they’re the unlucky ones. They start to wish they were the ones to be snapped away. 
Tony sure knows how that feels. He’s acquainted with the darkness as if it was an old friend, but 
it’s never been this hard to avoid it. He welcomes it now... because his sunshine has just gone 
away. 


He finds a rusty bench in the nearby village. Sitting down on it, he unfolds the piece of paper. As 
soon as he sees Peter’s handwriting, he’s put on edge. He holds it with shaking hands, handling it 
as if it was the most expensive object he’s held. It feels like it. It’s feels like the finest gold. An 
object that’s too good for him... but he holds it anyway. 


He must sit there for a while, as the sun sets, but he doesn’t realise. People come and go, walking 
into their homes or nearby shops. But Tony doesn’t move. Staring down at the letter, he doesn’t 
read it. No, not yet. He’s not ready. It’s dark outside. It’s cold. But here he sits, numb and alone. 


Hearing a familiar noise tapping down the street, Tony turns his head. He sees Natasha. She’s 
walking towards him by herself, a short smile on her face when she sees him. Taking the empty 
space beside him, she doesn’t say a thing. Sitting there silently, they both stare down to the ground. 
But it’s not an awkward silence. It’s comforting. To just sit there with someone that you care for 
after a moment so terrible... it’s everything they needed. 


Until Natasha finally breaks that silence. 


“Hey,” she says. Her voice is sadder than he remembers. But Tony knows that’s the truth for 
everyone now. “How are you?” she asks. It’s informal. As if they were just two old friends 
meeting up after a long summer (are they not? Tony’s not sure). 


“Tm... not good, Nat. If I’m honest,” he tells her. Natasha smiles at that (Tony realises he’s never 
really told the truth in the past). “...How are you?” 


“Awful,” she answers truthfully. “I’m trying to make my mind busy. I’m trying my best, but- it’s 
hard, isn’t it? When there’s nothing out there to do. The whole world’s gone silent. It’s like 
everything’s been paused... and I’m just waiting for my life to press play again,” she explains. 
Taking a deep breath, she looks down at the letter in Tony’s hands. “We’re here for you, Tony. If 
you want it, that is.” 


“ll have to think about it,” he quips, an attempt of returning to his old humour. 


Feeling like himself... it’s hard. Because it makes him feel guilty. How can he grin and laugh when 
his kid is dead? He stops himself mid laugh, and Natasha looks at him knowingly. She knows 
what’s going on in his mind. She always has. She looks at him sadly. All she wants is for all her 
friends to be okay. People might think there’s nothing behind her... as if she has no heart, but she 
does. In fact, she’s one of the most loyal friends that the billionaire has ever had. 


“T’m here for you too,” he adds. 
“T know,” Natasha nods. “You always have.” 


They smile at each other, and Natasha gets up and leaves. As she does, Tony feels a sense of 
urgency inside him. It’s time to read this letter his kid wrote for him. 


Dear Dad, 


It’s weird to say that. I always thought my dad was dead. Well, Richard was my dad... He raised 
me for four years of my life. It would be wrong to say he wasn’t. Ben was my dad too. But they all 
died. And I thought that was it. I thought I'd be the kid without a father figure for the rest of my 


life. ’'d have to watch YouTube videos to find out how to tie a tie, or whatever it is that dad’s do 
with their kids. But then I met you. 


Finding out that my father was also my idol... it doesn’t seem real at times. You might be a 
superhero, the biggest one in the Western World... the Iron Man, but you’re also my dad. It’s scary 
to think of sometimes. I don’t think like I deserve it at times. 


Tony stops reading, brushing off a tear from his face. He shakes his head with a repressed chuckle. 
Peter was worth everything. He stares at that last sentence. Peter never realised how good he was. 
If anything, Tony always thought he wasn’t good enough to be the father of such a good kid. He 
decides to keep reading. 


I was scared when we met. But it feels like we’ve known each for all my life. It’s so natural, isn’t 
it? We get along so well. It’s everything that I’ve ever wanted. I love it. I love having a dad. I hope 
you feel the same. Well, not having the dad part. Having a kid. Me. Sorry, I seem to rant even when 
I’m just writing my thoughts down. But I just get so excited. 


Anyway... that’s all I wanted to say. It’s a short letter, I know. But- I don’t think I'll ever give it to 
you. It’s a little embarrassing. So, if you’re reading this- then I’ve finally grown up... or you’ve 
found it in different circumstances. If that’s so... ’'m sorry. Just know that I love you more than 
anything, and you’ve been the best dad. You’re better than I dreamed of. 


I love you, 
Peter (or Petey-Pie, Parker, Pete, Underoos- or everything else you like to call me). 


One tear drops from Tony’s face. He moves the letter so that it doesn’t fall onto it. He didn’t want 
to ruin the most beautiful thing Tony had. Tony could’ve never dreamt Peter up. He was just that 
perfect. And he just wishes he was reading this in those other circumstances Peter wrote of. 


Five years later. 


Tony’s never got over his kid. Old photos fill the walls of his boy... but they’re amongst more 
recent ones. After months of guilt, Tony was over the moon that Pepper was pregnant. And now he 
has his Morgan. Morgan’s an amazing kid. She reminds him of Peter sometimes. They both have 
Stark eyes. 


Sometimes it’s too much. At times, she’Il sound too much like him and it’Il overwhelm him to the 
point of a panic attack. He’s happier now, of course. But he’s still missing a piece of his heart as 
long as Peter’s still gone. But then Scott Lang comes back, and it disturbs everything. Tony 
immediately realises how to go back. He’s scared that he might lose Morgan... he needs to keep 
her. But if there’s a smidge of a chance that Peter might come back too... there’s nothing he 
wouldn’t do. He just needs to figure out time travel. It’s not like it’s going to be difficult... right? 


And that’s exactly what he does. 


The Epilogue 


As Professor Hulk’s fingers edge closer together, Tony can’t look away. His eyes burn as he 
refuses to even blink, scared to miss a single moment. They’ve been waiting so long for this 
moment. Everything inside him is screaming... he just can’t believe that his kid is coming back. 
And after five years... this was his only dream coming true. It couldn’t come sooner. 


But then everything happens. The ship flies straight into the top of the building, and he doesn’t 
have time to react. He thought this was over. He was so close to paradise. But no. It never worked 
like that. Not for them. 


As he steps up to Thanos, the back of his mind is screaming at him to abandon it all to find his kid. 
Peter would’ ve come back to Titan. Tony couldn’t imagine how scared and alone he must’ ve felt. 
He’s scared that Peter would’ ve thought he left him there, and that he didn’t care. Because he did. 
He cared so much that it hurt. So, all he wants is to find the nearest ship and go after him. But now, 
he needs to focus on beating Thanos (again) so that their life would be better. For a peaceful 
existence with Peter in his arms... it’s all he’s been dreaming of. 


He thinks of the moment where Peter would meet Morgan. Would he fit into their new dynamic 
like the perfect puzzle piece to their broken set? Would he think Tony just replaced him as he died? 
The adult is terrified that Pete might think (even for a second) that he forgot him. How could he 
ever forget someone like his boy? It just wasn’t possible. He hopes that Pete embraces Morgan as 
his sister immediately, because it’s all Tony’s wants. Both are his entire heart... and he can’t wait 
to grab his kid and cuddle him until he turns red. 


As the battle commences, he knows that he’s distracted. As he watches everyone storm through 
those portals, those familiar sparkly things that he hasn’t seen in so long, he scans them all for a 
glance of Peter. But as he’s watching, Thanos’ army progresses... he has too much on his plate to 
keep staring. He needs to fight; their reunion will come later. He’s waited for five years... he 
knows that he can wait a little longer. 


But as he fights, for as long as he can, Peter’s suddenly beside him. Tony’s in shock as the mask 
comes off his face. He’s grinning, acting like they saw each other only a week or so ago. 


“Hey! Dad! Holy cow! You will not believe what has been going on. Do you remember when we 
were in space?” Peter says, (and of course he does, he remembers every single second he had with 
Peter before he went. There’s not one second that he took for granted. He loved... no, he Joves his 
boy). “And I got all dusty? And I must’ ve passed out because I woke up and you were gone. But 
Doctor Strange was there right... And he said ‘it’s been five years’. Come on, they need us. And 
then he started doing that yellow sparkly thing that he does. Anyway...” 


Tony watches him with a fond grin. It’s the biggest smile he’s had in a while. This natural grin that 
his kid brought him. He watches Peter as his fingers fly around, mocking Strange’s powers. And all 
he wants to do is hug his kid after all this time. 


Tony grabs Peter, holding him. He rests his head against Peter’s, closing his eyes as he just revels 
in the feeling of having him here. He kisses the side of his cheek. It’s been such a long five years. 
And once this battle is over, Peter’s never going anywhere. Tony will home-school him. He’ll go 
everywhere with him. Because he realised that a life without Peter isn’t worth it. It’s empty. And 
now that his light is back... it’s like a weight has lifted of his chest. He can breathe. 


“This is nice,” Peter mumbles. 


And it is. It’s the best thing he’s ever known. 
He just hates that he has to let go. 


When Peter gets a hold of the gauntlet, everything changes. Tony tries to get to him, but it’s hard 
when everything is trying to attack him. He can only breathe again as Carol approaches Pete, 
taking the gauntlet away from his hands. If the big bad isn’t looking for Pete, he feels as everything 
is Okay. 


But then something happens. Thanos is close to the gauntlet. And Tony has this opportunity to take 
it... but if he does... then would he die? Would he lose everything whilst getting everyone back? 
He doesn’t know what to do. If Peter would be okay after all of this... then it would be worth it. He 
doesn’t care. He’d do anything for Peter (even sacrificing himself). So, that’s what he does. 


The stones line his gauntlet. He makes eye contact with Peter as he places his fingers together. 
Peter watches him with wide eyes, as if he’s terrified. It’s almost as if he’s begging for Tony to 
take the gauntlet off, to just let Thanos take it. But Tony can’t do that. He needs to know his boy 
will be okay. He mouths ‘I love you’ at Peter as he hears Thanos say ‘I am inevitable’. 


“And I... am Iron Man,” he says, before snapping his fingers. 


All he feels at his first is pain. That’s it. But when he watches Thanos’ army turn to dust, he knows 
that they’ve won. He falls to the floor... and his arm is completely charred. He can barely open his 
eyes. It’s all too heavy. And he feels like this is it. This is where he dies... and he won’t watch his 
kids grow up. 


He feels a hand on his shoulder. When he finally manages to look up, he sees Peter staring at him 
with concern etched into his face. He’s saying something, but he can’t hear it. He can’t hear 
anything. He’s not sure what’s going on at all. 


“Dad? Can you hear me?” He’s saying, his voice shaky. He sounds so lost, so hurt- and Tony’s so 
sorry... but he knows that it was worth it. He loves his kid, and losing his life for him... well, he’d 
do it for the rest of time. “We won, dad. We won. Please. We won. You did it, dad.” There are 
tears in his eyes, and his hands are shaking as he holds them up to his face. He’s trying to console 
himself. How can he lose his dad? Why? It’s just his luck. For a second, he wishes he could just 
pause everything. He doesn’t need this... “I’m sorry, dad. Please. I love you. Don’t leave me, 
please.” 


Tony can’t respond. He wants to, but there’s nothing left. The light in his chest is flickering. He 
wants to say goodbye. He wants to give Peter that closure... but there’s not enough energy left in 
his chest to say a single word. And when Pepper says goodbye to him, and tells him that he can 
rest, it’s... done. He’s gone... right? 


One month later. 


There’s a broken light on top of his dad’s hospital bed. Sometimes it’s difficult to look at. It hurts 
Peter’s eyes if he stares for too long, and at times it’s all he can do. He’s been in this room for too 
long. Tony’s eyes are shut, his body just laying there. It’s difficult to look at. Peter sits there every 
moment he has free. Every time he comes to the Stark owned hospital, he sits on that rigid seat and 
waits for Tony to just wake up. 


Peter tells Tony everything. He holds his dad’s hand as he recounts his day, informing him of 
every change he goes through. He just hopes that he can hear him. It’s been so long, and he just 
hopes that he’ Il wake up one day. It’s all he wants. It’s all he wishes for. 


But at times... he can’t be there. School’s already started up again. Hundreds of lost kids drown 
the hallways, all with a weird look in their eyes that Peter can match. Classrooms are quiet. It’s a 
completely different atmosphere to what everyone’s used to. Peter doesn’t blame anyone... 
because how could anyone be happy at a time like this? 


He’s in his last lesson with Ned when his life gets flipped over. Again. His phone buzzes in his 
pocket. He ignores it at first. He didn’t care too much. But then it buzzes again. And again. It 
keeps going. After a continuous buzz of five minutes, he takes his phone up and sees the best text 
message of his life. 


Pepper <3 [2:21PM]: Hey, Pete. I know you’re in school, but I must tell you this. Tony woke up 
about ten minutes ago! All he’s been asking for is to see you and Morgan. He’s a bit out of it, but I 
think seeing you will help. I know you’ll want to get here ASAP so Happy’s waiting outside for 
you. Love you, kid. It’ll be okay. 


After the message, Pepper’s sent a few photos. Tony’s in the hospital bed, and Morgan’s sat on his 
lap. She’s holding onto her favourite toy that Peter brought her when they first officially met. Her 
hands are all over their dad’s face, as if she can’t believe he’s awake. 


There are multiple missed calls from Happy. But as soon as he sees Tony’s face on his phone, he 
grabs his phone and bag. He sprints out of the room, ignoring his teacher as they call after him. 
Whatever consequence he’d get from this, he couldn’t care less. All that mattered was his dad. 


He jumps into the back of Happy’s car, scaring the man. He tells him to step on it, bouncing in his 
seat as they take the familiar route. Peter’s nervous. Of course he is. This is all he’s been waiting 
for, after all. 


It’s the longest journey of his life. Tony’s awake. He might’ ve lost an arm from the snap, but he 
didn’t die. He’s here. They can spend the rest of their natural lives together. And that puts this 
massive smile on his face... even if he’s terrified of what’s he about to walk into. 


And as the car pulls in, he mutters a thank you and he’s off. He runs at a speed he can’t fathom, 
bursting through the hospital doors in an instant. The nurses’ recognise him, letting him through 
without a word. And as he steps inside, he could almost collapse at this feeling inside him. Tony’s 
head is illuminated by the one ray of sunshine that’s sneaking through the blinds. He looks like the 
angle he is, staring back at Peter with an identical gaze. 


“Dad,” he says. He bursts into tears, jumping onto the bed. It’s just him in the room now. Pepper 
and Morgan must be getting some food, or something, but at the moment he doesn’t have the time 
to think of anything besides tucking himself underneath Tony’s arm. “Oh, dad,” he cries, resting 
his head on Tony’s chest. “I love you. I love you. I love you,” he repeats, the words coming from 
his mouth sounding almost robotic. 


“T love you too, baby,” Tony whispers. “Look at you,” he smiles. “I missed you more than you'll 
ever know.” Tangling his hand in Peter’s hair, he slowly brushes through it. It calms them both 
down for a second. “I got you. We did it. I got you back, Pete. That’s all I did it for. I needed to 
know you'd be okay.” 


“T don’t know what I’d do if I lost you,” Peter whispers. “I was so scared that you were dead. I 
thought you were gone. I really did. But when Steve grabbed you and got you into that ambulance, 
everyone was screaming that you might be okay. I was terrified.” 


“IT know,” Tony sighs. He places a kiss on the top of Peter’s head. “You know... I heard every 
word you said, kid. I don’t know how, or if I was even hearing the right thing, but I knew you 


came by every day. I don’t think I would’ve had the strength to wake up if it wasn’t for you or 
Morgan.” 


“Morgan’s brilliant, dad. I’m so happy that you and Pep had a kid. Pepper told me that you were 
scared to upset me, but all I’ve ever wanted is a little sibling. I never felt replaced, I promise. I love 
her. She’s the best little sister, and I can’t wait for all of us to grow up together,” Peter explains, 
attempting to crush Tony’s insecurities (people have tried, but it’s tough). 


When Peter and Morgan met... oh, it was a cold day. The rain was pouring down, creating little 
puddles in the grass. Peter walked solemnly across it with his head hung low. He knocks on the 
door twice, his heart playing tricks on him as it flutters in his chest. He’s anxious, of course... he’s 
about to meet his sister. To Peter, it had only been three days since he was snapped... but 
everything had changed. Finding out it was five years screwed with his mind. He had a little sister 
who could walk, talk, and comprehend a lot of things. One thing she might not comprehend is that 
she’s got a big brother who basically just come back from the dead. But to be fair, he’s not sure if 
he comprehends that either. 


“You look a lot like daddy,” is the first thing Morgan says. She jumps on Peter, throwing her little 
arms around his shoulders. “Smell like him too,” she whispers, putting her head on his shoulder. “I 
love you already, big brother. Because daddy talked about you all the time. I know everything 
about you. Daddy said that you were super smart... so, can you help me with my puzzle?” she 
asks, her little voice just a bit muffled from where she’s resting her head. 


They go and fix her puzzle. She’s enthralled with how he’s so good at this. She’s smart for age. 
She’s a Stark, of course she’s going to be smart. And Peter can see their dad in her whenever she 
says something snarky, or when she makes that face Tony did whenever he tried to sneak out and 
patrol. If Tony didn’t make it, they would’ ve been devastated... but they’d have each other. And 
sometimes it’s enough. 


Tony eventually gets out of bed over the next few days. The first thing he does is think of a cool 
new prosthetic that both his kids can help design. He decides that he’ II put the suits into 
retirement... for good this time. He’ll help Peter out with his work... but it’s enough for him. 
Pepper will be over the moon. 


“How about we go for one last fly?” Tony asks him, only when he’s feeling good enough to stand 
for an extended period of time. “I’Il take you around the new parts of the city. Spider-man will 
need to navigate his new domain.” 


Peter accepts, nodding enthusiastically. He watches as the suit falls around his dad’s body. There 
must be something new in them, he ponders. Tony’s infamous flaw is how often he works. It’s 
been five years... technology must’ ve had some pretty cool advancements. He wonders if his dad 
is using any of them. Before he can logistically think this through, he’s swept up through the well- 
designed ceiling and taken into the sky. 


As Tony listens to the sound of his kid laughing... he can finally smile again. They’ ve won. Every 
bad moment in his life has just been character building... now, with everything how it should be, 
he’s going to take his wife’s advice and rest. For he deserves it. He gets to live. 


And what a way to start his official retirement. As they finish their flight, they walk into the living 
room. Rhodey, Happy, and May are sat on one of the sofas. Pete’s underneath his arm, Morgan sat 
on his lap. Pepper’s beside him, her hand on his knee. His entire family surrounds him. They love 
him, and it’s all he’s ever wanted. 


A happy ending. 
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